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Doomed 


Lars opened up his Porsche's driver's door, ready to enter the car. He had worked at his desk in his office at 


HQ until 3 am. He felt tired like hell. Maybe, his ears, too. 
It was a dark night. No stars, no moon, just clouds all over the sky. 


All of a sudden the car's door got smashed shut by a hand, and Lars whirled around. He opened up his mouth 
to protest but stopped and jerked. 


"Hey, what the fuck ..?" he then brought out, staring into a gun's muzzle, shrieking. "Uuuhhhh! NO! Please .. 


No!" 


"YES, please YES, baby! Come on, your car-keys, briefcase, watch and the rags you're wearing .. Oh, not to 


forget your other fucking rich man's jewels." 


The guy, dressed in a black hoodie with the Metallica logo on the left front side, black boots and pants, his 
outfit completed by a black biker's mask and black leather gloves, waved with his gun. 


"NOW" 

Without trying to argue Lars hastily busied him to hand over the keys of his beloved black Porsche and his 
twenty-five thousand dollar wristwatch with trembling fingers, but then hesitated to catch his whimpering 
breath. 

"COME ON!" the guy hissed at the trembling drummer. "Where's the rest? A little faster, if you wanna stay 
alive. | don't like to get spoiled the rest of my evening by endlessly waiting for you to get over the shit to me, 
and | fucking NEED your cash!" 


"Please, I'll give you everything you .." 


The muzzle got pressed brutally to Lars' forehead. Lars stumbled and his back painfully made contact with his 


car and cried out in panic. 
"Then hurry up, fucker! COME ON!" 
Lars’ fingernails tried to claw into the metal surface of his car because of his angst. 


"YOU come on, FUCKER!" another voice hissed. "And YOU better watch out because | don't like it if another guy 
with dirty hands dares to touch my boyfriend, let alone to threaten my baby." 


Lars knew THS other voice. He knew it very well 

The masked guy abruptly tensed up his body but didn't move or take the gun off Lars’ head 

"Back off, asshole!" he growled. "This gnome of a bad drummer is mine .." 

"| don't agree." The other voice now had a steely and dangerous undertone. 

"Fucker, you gonna get the NEXT one who has to hand over his stuff .. Aaahhhhh ." 

The sharp sound of a neck getting snapped - easily - and the formerly wanna-be murderer and thief fell to 


the ground with a muffled thud and laid there like a black and broken puppet. The gun hit the concrete ground 


some feet away. 


"Well, well, well,” Kirk said in an amused tone and flashed Lars a grin. His white fangs seemed to glow. "Baby, 
you really shouldn't be out so late .. It's too dangerous for a weakly built guy like you." 


"Ki... Kirk .. what ..2" Lars stammered. He nearly had fainted and felt dizzy. 


Kirk smiled, showing off his fangs once more. He was dressed in one of his unbelievably expensive black evering 


suits and his favorite cape with the discreetly shimmering dark silvery lining. 

Then, he carefully took Lars’ arm, opening up the car's driver's door with his other vampire's hand. 

"You don't look very good, baby, so get into the car. Do you think you are able to drive?" 

Lars gave a weak nod and didn't resist to get shoved inside his Porsche. He immediately gripped the steering 
wheel so hard that his knuckles got white. Kirk bent over his lover and pushed the car key into the Porsche's 


ignition hole then threw Lars‘ wristwatch from pure gold at the passenger seat. 


‘Close the doors from the inside then wait a moment until you have enough strength to drive home, baby," he 


softly said. 
He turned around and kicked the corpse beside the car. 
"| just wanna get rid of the trash then I'll be at home, too, having a nice drink of one or two of those delicious 


A-Rhesus positive units from stored blood my dear father, Count Dracula had given to me as a present .. And 


after that | gonna fuck YOU into the mattress." 


